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who think quite differently from me about all these things,
and would be far more ready nowadays to forgive a woman
who faced a public scandal in order to marry her lover
than a woman who kept her secret. They think of the
scandal as a badge of courage—anyhow a mark of sincerity.
You have never told me what you feel about this. Your
letter is out of my reach sometimes. I can't apply it to
what's in my own mind. Does it mean that what we do
we are to do openly? Why do you love me} I am so different
from you. Do you love me? Yes, but how? Tell me, please
tell me, how we stand with the world. I'm not a goddess,
Lewis. I'm very little of what you think me. I'm a girl
who loves you and wants to know what you expect of her.
Tell me, Lewis dear, and don't despise me. In my own
way I'm trying to judge of myself.
julie
groenlingen,
Friday, 2<)th December
Forgive me, Julie. There was no need to write the letter
you call unlovely; I ought to have made the answer clear
long ago. From the time when you were a brilliant, im-
petuous child, I have known how far separated our worlds
must always be. I don't mistake myself—or you. It is not
conceivable, unless a miracle were worked in both of us,
that you could be happy as my wife. My existence after
the war, as I imagine it now, would be prison to you, and
I am not made to be the gaoler of you or any woman. If
we are lovers, I shall enter into the legend for a little while,
and a legend may continue though the book be shut and
taken away. Our care will not be an impossible reconcilia-
tion with the world. Our love will be ringed about in time,
having a perfection which, when the ring is dissolved, will
change its form but not cease to be.
Why do I love you, you ask, and in what way? It seems
strange to you that I, who have so long cultivated solitude
and austerity, should be able, without denial of myself, to
love one whose life belongs, as yours does, to the world,

